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Here's Jerry Colonna s Own 

Book of 1000 
Belly Laughs! 




—from coconuts 
to kangaroos... 

—from grass skirts 
to brass hats! 

FELLERS, IT'S # 



LI ERE is the wacky professor at his wildest 
n in a mad tangle of adventure that would 
have staggered Marco Polo himself! 

In a rib-cracking sequel to Bob Hope's J 
Never Left Home the handlebarred zany reports 
in agonizing detail his terrifying tribulations 
with Hope's troupe in the Pacific— his struggle 
with a betel-nut hangover, his command per- 
formance for a sturgeon, his encounter with the 



MAIL THIS COUPON 

Garden City Publishing Co., Dept. C.C., 

9 Rockefeller Plaza, New York 20, N. Y. 

For the enclosed $1.00, please send me postpaid, 

Jerry Colonna's howling new book, "Who Threw 

That Coconut!" 



City and 

Zone No Slate. 



I 



with more than 
100 HILARIOUS 
CARTOON ILLUSTRATIONS [ 

native police, his miraculous hair-breadth escape 
from an icecream freezer . . . and hundreds of 
other adventures too daft to detail! 

An all-out attack on the belly muscles by a 
colossal comic . . . supported with a frenzied 
introduction by Bob Hope and highlighted by 
more than 100 illustrations committed by Sig 
Vogt! Here's a book for hours and hours of fun 
—to show around and read aloud. 

Bob Hope says: 

"I have knowp Jerry Colonna 
man and mustache for seven 
years, so you can understand 
how surprised I was when he 
showed me his book . . . Noc many peopl 
thought Colonna could write a book, " 
there are two sides to the Professor. Oi 
the zany, silly moron, and the other 
deep-thinking, serious moron. Don't get me 
wrong. Colonna's really got a head on his 
shoulders — thanks to plastic surgery . , . 
I'm sure you'll enjoy browsing through the 
melange of cartoons and memoirs which, 
when taken to bed, serves as a nice introduc- 
nightmare." For the biggest package 
chuckles, chortles and explo- 
buck, rnai* "' 



I Dept. CC, 9 Rockefeller Plaza, N. Y. 20, N. v! 



of surprises, 

sions you ever bought for 

coupon_now_! Garden City Publishing Co., 




^XV?™^™ 'T' V ^ , 'v°;^ f L l : b,ished qUar,eHy at ,63 Prott Street, Meriden, Conn. Editorial 
Publications, 1775 Broadwcy, New York 19, New York. Entered 
Meriden, Conn, ondi 



office Home Guide 



- second class matter March 15, 1945 at the post office at 
Ho™ Guide P u b, i eo,,J, h .' *" """* '' ^ *"*' °"*'° ,te ""* ^"""^ "* '"«"■> * "•". CopAt'h, m? b" 







, For the best PSA-ruses 
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THIS 15 VERY STRANGE^ COUNTBRPEIT 
SHERIFF MAKENSON. J MONEY WAS BE If _ 
VO u S^V •"•" WAS A V~*^ PASSED OUT HE=RE=/ 
5* L . S6 l^ l T AR ^l' ' i. I BU * T THB BANK SAI D 
VDU DON'T NEzEsO / JT WAS OKAY. ctuESE 
NOW? __— — Ayou HAOATRIPPOR.' 
^w NOTHIMSl 
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YOU AND CORNY ARE 
TO DIVE AND SEARCH 
FOR THE TREASURE, IN 
UTMOST SECRECY, OF 
COURSE. NO ONE HAS SEEN 
MAP BUT THOSE PRESEN 




HE FINDS THE RIVAL DIVER BUSILY IN SEARCH 
OF THE COVETED TREASURE. 




HOW MKCKERM-! &UCK. J J HE'S FOUND 
THINKS HE'S FOUHD J-^Jtr! HE'S FOUND 
SOMETHING! 



HEY! QUIET, 
IVAMT THOSE GUYS TO HEAR YOU! 



D^ 
UNO 



BUT THEY HAVE HEARD 



THE TREASU RE"! I /HEY STUPID, WHAT ARE YOU DOING » — > 

•HAT I 



JOOWN THERE , PICKING SEAWEED? THATt 
fvUSEGUY TARREL 1UST FOUND SOMETHING 
\ \FOLUO W H'M. ~ 




BUCK, REAL1IIUG VJHAT HAS HAPPENED 
WHIPS HIS KNITE AND PREPARES FOR 
THE SHARK. 




AS THE MAN-EATER EUIES AT HIM . 
6UCK, QUICK.LV DODGES AND HOLDS HIS 
K.NIFE ST£M>Y. THE SHARK, UNABLE 
TO TWIST AWAY IS RIPPEb OPEN. 



?CMON CORNY, WE'RE GOING TlT) 
tfRND OUT NWHO'S IN THE CABiN-J 
\ pt THAT lour; I if — — — 




~~"^F"~ J oi£> 



BUCK. AMD CORNY SWIM MAtA-Y Tt> 
THE OTHER &OAT. 



[50RR.V PM- BUT I 
)(\NTtMD TO KNOW WUO 
I\S \N TWAT CMMN ! 




Wsw York County 

Statement of Ownership, Management, Circulation, ate., required by 
the Acts of Congress of August 24, 1912, and March 3, 1933, of 
Crown Comics published auarferly at New York, N. Y. for June 22, 



■ th< 



■ York, County of Now York 



( the owners, flock he loan and security 

inly tho list of tha stockholders and secoi- 

Ihey appear upon the booki of the company, but olso tn 

"> stockholders or security holder appears on the books 

tion for whom such trustee is acting, is given; 
paragraphs contain statements embracing affl- 



talder 



lowledge and belief, c 



of the 



gust 24, 1913, a. amended by the Act ot Morel. 2, 1933, 
in section 337, Postal Lows and Regulations. 1 — fhot the i 



ond edilor. Lueile E. McCombs, 1775 Broodwoy, Now York, N. Y. 
Business Manager, William A. McCombs, 1775 Broadway, New York, 
N. Y. 7 - Thai the owner is, Lueile E. McCombs, doing business oi. 
Home Guide Publication!, 1775 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 3 ~ Thai 
(he known bondholders, mortgagees, ond other security fielders owning 
et holding 1 per cent of more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, 
er ether securities are: nonn, 4 — That the two paraaraohs next and' 



i to and sub<c 
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DAVID SERVICE 

NOTARY PUBLIC. Bronx County No. 31B 

N. Y. Co. Clk'i No. 1600, Reg. No. 1463-5-1 

Commission Eipires March 30. 1948 



THE COP AND THE STATUE 



It was Marty Brian started the story. He 
swore by all the Irish saints that it 
was tru*. It seems that Marty had wan- 
dered a bit off his own beat one summer 
evening and found himself on Morning- 
side Drive,, near where the statue of U. S. 
Grant stands. He glanced up to see an- 
other cop, Tom Higgins, standing in front 
of the statue. Tom didn't hear Marty com- 
ing — probably because he was busy talk- 
ing to the statue 1 

"A lovely evening, sir." said Tom Hig- 
gins. "The kind of evening we used to 
have when I was a b«y in the old country. 
Soft and warm, kind of like old Mother 
Nature had taken off her best coat and 
wrapped the whole world in it." 

Now that kind of poetic talk was too 
much for Marty. He was about to step out 
and guffaw at Tom when he heard another 
voice speaking from the shadows near the 
statue. It was a harsh voice, with a growl 
in it, and it was answering Tom. 

"Sure it's a 'fine night, Tom Higgins! 
Too fine to be spoiled by the likes of you 
spouting such fancy talk. Now get alon£ 
on your beat and do what a <:op is sup- 
posed to do — the idea, standing around 
talking to statues!" 

Marty recognized that other voice. It 
was that of Captain Neil O'Hara, who had 
risen from pounding a beat, and was a 
stickler for discipline and attention to 
duty. Marty slid away into the gloom and 
double-timed it down the street. And as 
he went he breathed a sigh of relief that 
he was not in the boots' of Tom Higgins. 
who was certainly getting a dressing down 
at that very moment. 

The next day in the locker room Marty 
told the boys all about it. Told it right in 
front of Tom, who turned a deep shade of 
crimson and glared at the laughing Marty, 
but made no explanation of why he had 
been conversing with a statue. 



"It's a poet we have in our midst,"- said 
Marty "and every evening he discusses 
the beauties of nature with his friend, Mr. 
Grant." Marty roared with laughter. "Don't 
it get kind of monotonous, Tom, talking to 
a bronze statue ?" 

Tom's usually good natured face was set 
in hard lines and his big fists were 
doubled, but after a moment he turned and 
walked away. Everyone breathed easier, 
for no one wished to see the joke go too 
far and end in blows. 

But just as Tom reached the door Mar- 
ty opened his big blab again. "And how 
did Captain O'Hara like your fine talk?" j 
he asked. "Sure he's from the old country 
himself and he must have hated seeing you \ 
waste your blarney on that statue." 

Tom, who had been just about to leave, 
turned slowly around. Several men moved 
quickly to get between the two. But Tom 
was smiling now, a wide Irish smile that 
broke the tension. 

"So you heard the Captain?" Tom was 
still smiling. "You heard what the Cap- 
tain said to me?" 

"Of course. I've got ears, haven't I?" 
Some of Marty's bluster was gone now 
and a note of puzzlement was in his voice. 
"I stood right there behind a tree and 
heard the Captain catch you talking to 
that statue. And the sharp edge of his 
tongue he was giving you, too f" 

Tom went up to Marty and stuck out 
his hand. Marty, who might have been ex- 
pecting a blow instead, took it cautiously. 
Tom's smile got wider and, very formal 
like, he said: "You have made me very 
happy, Mr. Brian. Very happy indeed — 
and now a very good evening to you. I 
have an engagement with a certain bronze 
gentlemen on Morningside Drive." 

And out he goes, whistling, and leaving 
Marty Brian with an open mouth and star- 
ing eyes. When Marty finally remembered 
to close his mouth he put a finger to his 
temple and made a little whirling motion. 



"I will be a banshee's uncle," said Mar- 
ty. "The little people have got him!" 

So that was the story. It apread until 
every cop in town knew about Tom Hig- 
gins and the statue. It became quite the 
thing to ask Tom about his friend, Mr. 
Grant, and to chuckle when he told you 
that the gentleman was just fine. Tom 
seemed to take it well, and actually seemed 
to enjoy being questioned about Mr. Grant. 

Then, one night about three months la- 
ter, Marty Brian again walked down Morn- 
ingside Drive and straight into trouble! 

He was neating the state of Grant, and 
wondering where Tom was, when a sedan 
pulled up just ahead of him. A door 
opened and Marty saw a man, as limp as 
an old potato sack, dumped into the gut- 
ter. Instinctively he knew the man was 
dead. He grabbed at his .38 and put a 
fusillade of shots into the rear of the car, 
knowing, with a cop's sure knowledge, 
that he was dealing with killers. 

His bullets hit the gas tank and the two 
rear tires. The car slewed wildly side- 
ways, plowed through a hedge, and stopped 
against the front of an apartment building 1 . 

Marty started to run for the car. Sud- 
denly a man came up out of the wreckage 
and a machine gun chattered. The hail of 
tommy gun lead smashed the pistol out of 
Marty's hand, smashing the bones of the 
arm with it, and he was facing the killer 
helplessly. But the death he expected then 
didn't come. The thug jammed the tommy 
gun into Marty's belly and told him to 
turn around, all the time looking at some- 
thing over Marty's shoulder. 

"March over to that statue," snarled the 
gunman. "And don't move too fast. And 
you, copper, drop that gun and do the 
same. One wrong move and your buddy 
here gets it in the stomach!" 

Marty, dazed and sick with the pain in 
his arm, turned and obeyed. And saw Tom 
Higgins, to whom the thug has been talk- 
ing, moving ahead of him. Instantly he 
understood. Tom had come running up and 
had had the man covered until he seized 
Marty for a shield. And rather than shoot 
it out with the certainty that Marty would 



be killed first, Tom had obeyed the kfllet 
and dropped his gun. 

They reached the statue. The cold snout 
of the machine gun was in Marty's back. 
When the gunman spoke again a note of 
hysteria had crept into his voice. Cold 
fingers pinched at Marty's spine. The man 
was obviously doped and intent on killing 
them both. He and Tom were as helples* 
as babes. 

"They'll maybe get me tor this," sharleA 
the man. "But there'll be two copper* 
that won't know about it. Now you get 
it . . ." 

A gruff voice spoke from behind th# 
gunman, "You'll get it! If you don't p«* 
up your hands!" 

The man whirled, cursing. The gun tla*> 
tered, but the bullets were hardly fatt# 
than Tom and Marty, leaping from behin4 
It was over when Tom laid his big knuck* 
led fist against the man's jaw* 

Then Marty looked up. "Gee, Captain 
O'Hara! If you hadn't come we . . . 

Marty stopped. Marty stared. There 
was no one except a frightened janitor 
from the apartment house. Sirens were 
beginning to sound now, however, and »■ 
red light was closing in some blocks down 
the drive. And, of course, there was Tom 
Higgins. 

Marty gasped. "But where did the Cap- 
tain go? I heard his voice. It was him 
stuck the guy up from behind and . . . -" ^ 

"Sure and you're some cop," said the 
voice of Captain O'Hara. "Not knowing 
a real man from, a bronze statue. And 
not knowing the real voice of Captain 
O'Hara from the imitation I" 

Marty stared at the statue. It was talk- 
ing. Then he looked at Tom and caught 
the slight tremor of his lips. Marty began 
to laugh. "It was you. Tom Higgins. You 
and your ventriloquism! But you're good, 
man. I would have sworn it was the Cap- 
tain speaking from behind that fellow." 

Tom winked at him. "Sure I'm good. I 
ought to be good. Me and Mr. Grant here 
have been practising for a long time. But 
I was getting discouraged until you gave 
me a boost." 
Marty stared. "Me? I gave you a boost 

"Sure," said Tom. "You thought it was 
the Captain that night, bawling mejjut 
That convinced me I was pretty good." 

He nodded toward the unconscious kil- 
ler. "I guess I am pretty good,. »t that!" 
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I'M CHlQUTA. BANANA AND I'M 
Wtt To 5AY-Y0U SHOULD 




ITS A WERD 
ACCOUNT... IT 
BEGAM SOME 
YEARS AGO WHEN \/?eWSEC 
MV LOVE OF DRUMS 
AMD DRUM LORE / BUT 
TOOK ME AS PAR ^ 




, VOODAH FORBIDS ME TD 
/ MAKE DRUMS. X DEPy HIM! 
I MY NEXT DRUM SHALL 

\have a wfHre skins ' 




"RUNNING 0£SP£R#Ti=UY. . . H£L.PL&SSL.y, 
OM MY PART... W£ >=7A/>=H £.£.>* R.£A,CH£t=> 
TWE FZIV&Rl. 




'well! get 
that beast 
AVvwy 





:e! It's a genuine "Feather Lite," cased 
Famed for the instant. 



Take the lighter, for 
in gleaming heat resistant black pl< 
positive action it's the favorite "flame' 
Just a twirl of your thumb lights it — and i"e wind guard keeps it lit. 
And if you want the joy of added smoking pleasure, your answer 
is the matching POP-UP cigarette case, which is actually a cigar- 
ette butler too, ready to serve you on split-second notice! Every 
cigarette that bobs up out of a POP-UP is invitingly fresh, firm and 
enjoyably fragrant! They're a peach of a pair, both yours to own 
for only #2.98 — and if you don't think you've bought a double 
.value after seeing your thrilling twosome — we'll refund your money 
cheerfully . . * quick as a flash . . , And that'* a promise! 



IMPERIAL INDUSTRIES— Depi.»M8 *W«fflSf 
618 So. Dearborn St, Chicago 5 f 111.. .. . ..t* THIt;8M;l. 

Weaw catli Fellies 

Cfgji'fiie cose Wu.-.. ."■Ji.ebff**. 

check one 

...... , . .... 

G Sf.nl my Pm™,i!Wio.»t«r Set C.O.O. 1 Wilt p*p £""""»« 
■ 5(2.98 piuJ posUefc, 
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^ Outfit Includes All This: • 

* Genuine Prize-Winning 
PHOTO-CRAFT CAMERA 

* Shoulder Strap CARRYING CASE 

* 3 ROLLS of No. 127 FILM 
•k Entry Blank in Amateur 

Picture-Taking Contest for 
Best Pictures Taken with a 
Prize-Winning Photo-Craft 
Camera 
58 Awards, Totaling $1250.00 

hlPriie Sill 

inrf Prize S25D 

3rd Prize 1100 

25-S1D Hon. M&nlions . . S250 . 
30-S5 Meril Awards . . . JISD^„ 

•J 



PICTURES YOU TAKE TODAY 
WILL BE THE TREASURES of TOMORROW 

And, with your very first Photo-Craft snapshot, you may win a treasure 
for yourself, today. For your Prize- Winning Photo-Craft Candid 
Camera outfit comes to you ready to go to work — with a handy 
shoulder strap carrying case AND enough film for 48 exposures — 
Tor only £3.98. Imagine getting for so little a camera capable of taking 
Prize : Winning pictures! You need no special skill to operate a Photo- 
Craft. Even if you have never used ANY camera, the Photo-Craft is 
so simple and "picture-sure" that the first picture you take of a loved 
one, your Mom, or family pet may be a "Prize Winner" — a picture 
that may earn you as much as. #500. And remember your Photo-Craft 
will also take full color pictures when loaded with colorchrome film, 
So< whether for a gift or for yourself, order your Photo-Craft now. 
Complete details of the great #1,250 Prize Contest are included with 
your Prize- Winning, .5-piece Photo-Craft outfit. 

Sold on an "Examine af Our Risk" 
GUARANTEE' OF SATISFACTION 

Ves, if you don't feel that Photo-Craft is everything you expected, you 
may return it in .10 days for. complete refund. 




LOOK AT 

THESE FEATURES! 

•k Genuine Grunau Ground and Pitch Polished Lens 

•k Takes 16 Pictures on Any Standard No. 127 Film 

* Wilt Take Pictures in Full Color 

* Has "Bullseye" Level View Finder 

* Easy, Simple, Foolproof Operation 
■k Built-in No-Glare Sun Shade 



RUSH THIS COUPON FOR CAMERA OUTFIT 



NATIONAL NOVELTIES, Dept. PW-IB 
f>08 South Dearborn St., Chicago 5, III. 
Rush my Prize Winning Photo -Craft outfit at {B.98 with 1 
Handy Shoulder Strap Carrying Case and 3 rolls of J 
No. 127 Film— and complete details of the Photo-Craf 
j<l,250 Contest for Amateur Camera Fans. 
My money will be refunded if returned in 10 days. 
CHECK ONE 

□ I'm enclosing £3.98 in full payment. Ship Postpaid, 

□ Ship C.O.D. I'll pay postman £3.98 plus postage. 
Name ■ 
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HERE'S ALL YOU GET ! 

COMPLETE COCKPIT 

■ashboard (21" high) with mov- 
ble gauges, steering 'stick' 
nd rudders. Copied from real 
>mbing planes. 

SECRET BOMBSIGHT 
Actual 'cross hair" bombsight 
that was used by our pre- 
cision bombardiers. Mir- 
ror reflectors guide you. 
FLYING INSTRUCTIONS 
A complete bock on "How 
to Fly." Every detail on 
flying and maneuver- 
ing is included. 
LAND, SEA AND 
AIR TARGETS 
Model ships, planes, 
tanks, cars are in- 
cluded to test youi 
bombing skill. 
PHYSICAL TEST 
Pilot's physical 
test, eye and 

test included. 



AIR GAME 

Plane recog> 
nitjon and 



adds fun. 
ALL PARTS 
MOVABLE 




BE A REAL PILOT RIGHT AT HOME ! 

Oh boy . . . what fun to sir behind the cockpit of your owi, 
plane. You'll actually feel like a real fighter pilot out on a bomb- 
ing mission and blasting the enemy as our famous pilots did in 
the war. The dash board of the cockpit is 21 inches high with 
regular-size steering stick and gauges. Just like the control 
dials of a real airplane. You drop your bombs on scale model 
targets through a regular 'cross hair' bombsight. The pilot'* 
physical fitness, eye test and coordination tests are included. 

Sink Ships, Planes, Etc. 

Scale model ships, planes, tanks, cars, 
ammunition dumps are all included in 
this mammoth set. The realistic military 
land and sea chart is revolving end 
keeps you alert for dropping your 
bombs. Many war games in one ... in 
the Air, on Land, on Sea. It's fun. 

OVER 100 MOVING PARTS 

.■eryihing works. The real gauges on tha 



able 

lly drop from the b 
real copy of a boi 



. .your targets 
ivable . . . and your bombs 
imb chute onto the target. 




You Get to Keep This ! imperial industries, Oept. ill? 

LVER'S GOOD LUCKi 60a So - »«'»»»■» *»- chi«.»o 5, 111. 

n * rtmvf** ^ «*«%*• I Plea " ru(h m * BOMBARDIER SET at checked b.l.w 

RABBITS FOOT ! If no> **"&*»>* ■ «»y i»«p in. nnr-i o««<i u<* 

FREE! 



gift and return the BOMBAni-i . 
I SET for a full refund, 
I CHECK ONE 

ir mat CATierirrt I '-' '' m ,nd " ,n a * 1,98 p°y>«nt i n mi. ship p»»i P >id 
it nui dHitdritu j a Shlp c .o.d. hi pay P o»m<.n $i.9s P i u . p..-,. 

it, if you're not simply delighted with your | charge*. 

>mbardier Set, you may return it for a full | Name 

,Fund— and still keep the Robbit's Foot (the | ^Jjjj 
kind carried by pilots who believe i 

luck cho.n,.) ob»l.l.ly fr.. »llh bur b«l , cjr, 2.„ «,„,. 

wishes for Good Luck to You I ■— ^«« — — «• — — ™™.«.^ » — _ 
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